BOUVARD  AND   PECUCHET

CHAPTER   I.

KINDRED SOULS.

S THERE were thirty-three degrees
of heat the Boulevard Bourdon was
absolutely deserted.

Farther down, the Canal St. Mar-
tin, confined by two locks, showed
in a straight line its water black
as ink. In the middle of it was a boat, filled with
timber, and on the bank were two rows of casks.
Beyond the canal, between the houses which sepa-
rated the timber-yards, the great pure sky was cut
up into plates of ultramarine; and under the re-
verberating light of the sun, the white facades, the
slate roofs, and the granite wharves glowed dazzlingly.
In the distance arose a confused noise in the warm
atmosphere; and the idleness of Sunday, as well as the
melancholy engendered by the summer heat, seemed
to shed around a universal languor.
Two men made their appearance.
One came from the direction of the Bastille; the
other from that of the Jardin des Plantes. The taller
of the pair, arrayed in linen cloth, walked with his hat
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